CHAPTE

ESCAP

IT had been on my mind ever sine

L X

I knew I was to make a real

attempt to escape that I must see Natasha again and persuade her
to come with me,
I had played with the thought often in Yamburg, not as some-
thing I had really made up my mind to do, more as a vague, lovely
dream with which I was solacing myself for the acute realization
I had that as a practical plan it was vain, foolish, and impossible
even to contemplate. Now in this fever of waiting for my zero hour
in Petrograd the dream pressed for its own realization and I knew
it was impossible for me to leave Russia without a try.
I waited until nearly midnight. To the dmrnik of the apartment
house in which she lived I showed my Relief Administration pass,
hoping he would have no need to remember me. She had been
asleep and called through the door of the room before opening it
to ask who was there. After I had answered there was a long silence.
I knocked and called softly several times again, begging her to let
me in. At length the door opened a little way and I was allowed to
squeeze through. She had a coat over her night-dress but her feet
were bare on the wooden floor, and her long dark hair, tied together
by a strand of wool, hung down her back. Her face was tired and
ill, but, dressed or undressed, that way the air of confidence and
maturity I had seen in her at Gorki's was missing and she looked
young and a little pathetic again, as she had used to look sometimes
when we had met in the first days of the revolution, before she was
sent away to the country and when she had been in a mood to worry
over what was to become of all of us and particularly me* There
was the same questioning, half-frightened, half-peevish expression
on her face now and I was cheered by it I had been afraid of the
woman into which she had grown, but if I could keep her like this,
like the undeveloped girl she had been when we first met, I felt
it possible to win her to my will,
"Dorian, what has happened? Why have you come here?11
There was concern as well as alarm in her voice, in her eye*
I was heartened twice over and plunged urgently into my plea.
When she realized what it was she turned her head away wearily
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